Introduction by John Harris 


“Fuck off and never talk to me in that way again.” A phrase Steve Wolley 
instructed his personal assistant to say to Nik Powell when he was behaving 
badly. Powell was a man who had the capability of being the rudest person 
on Earth. Yet Powell’s give it a go ethos, quality control and financial adept 
with Wolley’s good business head, creative knowledge and sheer passion for 
film became the foundations of The Palace Group. Originally called The 
Mega Corporation they then formally changed their name in 1983. The 
Palace Group was an umbrella company that ventured into record labels, 
film production and distribution, computer games, and other minor business 
endeavors. This led the company to stretch itself too thin over unprofitable film 
productions and subsequently file for bankruptcy in 1992. 


However, The Palace Group’s forte laid in distribution; “The Video Palace’ was a 
specialist video distributor that sold the type of videos you couldn’t get anywhere 
else, an eclectic mixture of foreign language films, American independents and 
music videos. Powell and Wolley later moved into film distribution and production 
creating ‘Palace Pictures’ this was a completely new kind of British film company 
set up in their video shop and The Scala cinema (reopened in 1981, London’s 
legendary picture house famous for it's all-nighters and it’s trash/horror/art- 
house double and triple bills.) 


Darren Bank’s ‘Palace Projects’ is an ongoing collection of artworks 
that uses The Palace Group’s strength in distribution, disregard for 
traditional pigeonholing of film, and heavily stylized advertising 
influenced by Wolley’s interest in American marketing (which is 
echoed in Bank’s ‘Palace Video (2005)’ based on the iconic Palace 
Pictures animated VHS indent) to explore the horror genre and 
recontextualise Palace Pictures. 


Bank’s ‘Palace Project’? may scream fanboy on a surface level, however 
the fandom and clear obsession with film and the horror genre is used to 
express a relationship between two periods of time. Palace is used as a 
catalyst to draw parallels on how the technology revolution has altered 
our relationship and interaction with film. Today you can watch a film 
almost anywhere, with recommendation and collections being boiled 
down to digital interfaces auto-predicting suggestions to give you a 
temporary illusion it’s orchestrated just for you. Yet it’s not about 
nostalgic analogue technologies here, Palace and the horror films 
they released become a tangible thread that piece together 
times of social and cultural change and the evolution of 
distribution through technology into the 21st century. 


Palace Pictures distributed 49 films to the UK Market 
between 1980 and 1992. Later, they moved into 
production due to threats from larger companies 
outbidding them on titles they wanted to acquire in an 
attempt to mimic Palace’s success with unusual 
releases. By going into production this ensured 
distribution rights for Palace Pictures. From 1984 to 
1992 Palace produced 23 films including Mona Lisa, 
Scandal and The Crying Game, which was to be their final 


film due to bankruptcy. Ironically, a year later The Crying Game received six 
academy award nominations and won best original screenplay. 


Sam Rami’s 1982 The Evil Dead was Palace’s first major hit that launched 
Palace Pictures into becoming one of the leading forces in the British film 
industry. Palace decided an unconventional move of simultaneously releasing 
The Evil Dead direct to video and at the cinema. This wasn’t the done thing, as 
a general rule of thumb cinema releases shouldn’t hit the video shelves until 9 

months after initial release. Cinema attendance was at a catastrophic low in the 
first half of the 80’s, dropping to 60 million admissions a year, half of 

today’s admissions. The British Film Industry were even fearful that 
video would ‘finish off cinema for good.’ This alternative strategy by 
Palace was an attempt to maximise publicity and takings. In six weeks 
the film had grossed £150,000 in cinemas around the UK. However, 
the serious profit was made on video. The Evil Dead promotional 
posters shouted ‘available now on video’ and with Mary Whitehouse 
labeling it as the “Ultimate Video Nasty” it was a sure hit, becoming 
the number one seller of that year. Nevertheless, the move 
incited outrage in many established distributors who saw this 
as furthering the decline in cinema audiences. 


It’s hard to imagine that a new format like VHS could bring 
fear in ‘finishing off cinema for good’ as today we have 
access to an infinite collection of films at our fingertips. 
The marvels of 21st century technologies have increasingly 
made us accustomed to the prevailing media culture we 
live in. However, the truth of low cinema attendance in the 
early 1980's lay in poor programming, poor marketing and 

poor conditions of the cinemas that hadn't been updated 
since the 1940's. Cinema was a subject of the technology and 
consumer revolution. 


Video for the first time offered a new way to experience film. You could 
watch it in your own time: view your favorite title in its entirety and 

multiple times without counting on the television network or local cinema. 
You could even pause the film to go to the toilet instead of awkwardly 
mouthing and pointing “excuse me, I just need to get out” to other 
cinemagoers offering a bum instead of the big screen for a split second. VHS 
was cheap, convenient and gave the consumer access to a wide range of 
material, video clubs began to crop up offering one off membership fees and 
nightly rental charges. 


importation of large scale off set printing presses, a 
popular process for poster making at the time. 


At first glance you may find Palace's Horror Collection 
quite underwhelming as a sweeping survey of 80's 
horror in it's dated stylization, analogue effects and our 
cultural saturation of the genre that leads us on a 

journey where no taboo has been left unturned and 

youre left waiting for an anticipated scare. Yet the 

collection becomes a microcosm of for all the facades of life and 
death, from teenage rites of passage, identity, memory, family and mortality. 
Bank’s ‘Palace Projects’ becomes a circulation of storytelling creating parallels 
between these facades, although not intending to create a nostalgic legacy the 
project explores correlations between network, distribution and piracy within 
the 21st century. 


Bank’s ‘Palace Bandwagon (2010) a mobile cinema in a black Cadillac replicates 
the heavy promotion of Palace and Wolley’s interest in American culture. The work 
is a pastiche of video distributors, a reinterpretation of the video club. The work 
creates a sense of correlation between the myth and rumor of these iconic horror 
films, piracy and the freedom of youth culture that spanned a generation enabling 
young people to watch pre-certificate videos. 


The rise and fall of British cinema in the 80’s has an almost Newton’s third law 

likeliness, following a linear path of cause and effect comparable to Kurt 

Vonnegut’s The Shape of a Stories where he describes stories as having 
shapes that can be plotted on a graph. British cinema follows a similar 

parabola to Boy Meets Girl, where okay goes to good that goes bad, 

which finally arrives at good but somewhere along the journey one of 

the lead protagonists will be in dire trouble/sadness- or in the story of 
Palace, bankruptcy. 


Many distributors began to provide rental dealers with video packages that 
included promotional material, several copies and cases. VHS inserts aided in 
additional promotion by advertising the distributors back catalogue 
collection. When Palace distributed horror film on VHS, the inside-cover 
of the box featured 15 thumbnail images of other horror films on the 
label with the byline “Don’t miss out on these titles from the Palace 
Horror Collection”. Whilst the selected films were simply a snap-shop 

of the Palace company catalogue, Banks defines them as a discreet 
‘Palace Collection’ in their own right, and as a catalyst for the 

‘Annotated Palace Collection’. 


The 1980's saw significant changes politically, socially, and 

economically that has molded society and culture in its 

broadest form as we see it today. Palace were a prevalent 
factor that transformed the British Film Industry in the 80’s 

taking on creative challenges and developing film scripts 

that tackled political scandal and social iniquities of the era, 
defining a decade with the films they released. 


The ‘Annotated Palace Collection (2013) comprises of two bodies of 
work: firstly, fifteen writers wrote short 500 word responses to each film 
within Palace’s horror collection. Secondly, fifteen artists were invited to 
create a poster for each of the film titles, based on the supposedly blind- 
design method of Ghanaian cinema posters. These Ghanaian cinema 
posters dominated 1980’s Ghana where official movie posters could not 
be imported, so Ghanaian artists ‘bootlegged’ promotional material 
creating hand painted film posters to promote film screenings. It was 
possible that the artists had never seen or knew little about the film, 
using, creative imagination, a naive style, and graphic interpretation 
with a clear mandate of making the film seem as exciting as 
possible. Gorier was better when it came to horror films. This 
hand painted process came about due to the military 
dictatorship of Ghana in the 70’s and 80’s that restricted 


Bank’s uses Palace and their horror collection as more of 
a conjunction, to coordinate the relationship between 
social and cultural change, and explore how we distribute 
information in the 21st century where recommendation and 
collections have boiled down to a digital flurry viewed 
through a screen. We have become out of touch with 
storytelling in an age where explanation seems easier via 
mobile phones screens, than any ‘real’ interaction. 


THE PALACE 
BANDWAGON 


Darren Banks” temporary horror cinema 
The Palace Band-Wagon brings the heyday of 
the videocassette back to life. This is the 
‘mobile cinema’ version of The Palace 


Collection an evolving installation that 
negotiates collective horror history, effects of 
new technology, modes of distribution, 

and ideas on the collection. Housed in 

a 1970 Cadillac Fldorado that comes 
equipped with a television and a VCR, 

the public can choose continuous 
screenings of horror video classics 

such as Evil Dead, Brain Damage, and 

The Hills Have Eyes from Bank's 
personal collection. 
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Palace Projects was 
comprised of two bodies of 
work: firstly, The ‘Annotated 
Palace Collection (2013) 
where fifteen writers wrote 
short 500 word responses to 
each film within Palace’s 


horror collection. 


Secondly, fifteen artists 
were invited to create a poster 
for each of the film titles, based 
on the supposedly blind-design 
method of Ghanaian cinema 
posters. These Ghanaian 
cinema posters dominated 
1980's Ghana where 

official movie posters 

could not be imported, 

artists 'bootlegged” 
promotional material 
creating hand painted 
film posters to promote 

film screenings. 


ART Work By Princess Osu 


e: Benjamin Fallon 


‘basket case' in common with a lot of 
Culture has its roots firmly in our military 
past, originating from the British soldiers who 
returned from the First World War quadruple 
amputees literally transported in baskets. It 
develops from there into common parlance to 
denote those in a completely useless condition 
generally through mental health, a degraded 
subject no longer productive either within or to the 
smoothed flows of capital. The exhaust of the 
system. 


asket Case the 1982 horror debut of Frank 
enenlotter, who later went on to make such 
assics of the genre as Frankenhooker and Brain 
amage, tells the story of siamese twins separated 
| 7 HA by uncaring doctors who paid no attention to their 
: XAA i Za ce | crie remain together. One Duane a handsome 

3 an, the other Bellial a mutant mass, a 
manifestation of the abject, who post 

is carried round by his twin in a basket 
titling never the strong point of horror 
s). The twins maintain a strong bond 
maybe because of the originating 

As the film progresses they seek 

ngly violent and gory revenge on those who 


hin ad 
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inflicted the original separation. 
In the establishing scene the separated twins appear a 
seedy downtown NY hotel Broslin, Duane claims to be 
alone, whilst carrying Bellial in his basket, so as not t 
arouse suspicion as to their intentions. A drunk mocki 
states, 'alone in this cold cruel world'. This sarcastic jib 
sets the tone for the filin's articulation of the conflicts 
inherent to the attempts and societal pressures to perform 
as a genuinely sovereign subject denying the contradictions 
of a lived life, which will only ever lead to crisis or 
exhaustion. 


s seen a significant diminution in its 
popular culture over the past 20 years, 

e comfortable drift into the current 
tever populism and its accompanying 
ost-ideological landscape. As Mark 

, following the work of the psychiatrist David 
Smail has persuasively argued, recently we have 
undergone a mass privatisation of stress and with this 
an interiorisation of the contradictory nature of being in 
the world. 


In other words, ... the human body and not the steam 
engine, and not even the clock, was the first 


In a replay of many myths surrounding twins and their 

mutual empathies Duane has to cut his first ever date short 
from the pain he feels whilst Bellial is attacking one of the 
doctors responsible for the separation. The attempts at 
becoming singular are always ultimately bought backjto 
essentially multiple nature of being a self. Througho 
film Duane, the comprehensible twin, slips between 
referring to himself as singular or plural always ha 
correct himself between me and we, I and us. 


achine developed by capitalism. 
- Silvia Federici, Caliban and the Witch 


Beyond the overall campy effects at play Basket Case 
a e ses some important questions about the position 
3 e the capabilities to parse the errant and when these 
ches inthe machine appear instead it seeks to 


> human within capital. Capital as a system does not 
i 
$ 2 oie em either through an aggressive act of co- 


Basket Case sits with the long established genre of tf 
twin story, but is far more ambiguous, and I would ars 


@ @ g > e J 
more interesting, in its application of this genre. As ins "a “onpi ach ar Sapa m a = 
: a : : o ew iolence ultimately begets violence. In their 
of the twin being identical - aside from the one identifying = 
enge Duane and Bellial with a grim 


quirk that denotes a wrongness - here the ‘incorrect? 
acts as an wholly embodied evil that had to be excis 
his brother, to purify him and make him fit for purp 
again. Tellingly in a drunken flashback to the originat 
trauma we encounter the father uttering the line. 
two sons instead of one freak', knowing full we 
is not a cure. 


encounter their own end as Bellial becomes 
ane finding another. The destructive desire 
the foreign country of the past destroys them 
e system continues on unscathed. The house 
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EE Ni Have Eyes: Alex Hetherington 


The Hills Have Eyes” (Wes Craven, 1977) belongs to 
a group of films which feature relentless murderous 
machines, skewed eerie comic slasher engines, 
intense dark morality folklore and malevolent 
uncontrolled nature as found in Grimm's Hansel 
and Gretel house in the woods. These films 

include: Craven’s own “The Last House on the Left’ 
(1972), “The Texas Chainsaw Massacre’ (1974, Tobe 
Hooper) and ‘House by the Cemetery’ (1981, Lucio 
Fulco). 


The films are saturated with depictions of intense 
social alienation resulting in torturous savage 
destruction. They breathe heavy life into methods 
of cruel, enraged but explicable revenge (and often 
in Craven’s films the extensive clever use of booby 
traps, killer set-ups and tripwires). These films 
gleefully construct brutally manipulated distortions 
of core,social values and ethics through extreme 
bad luck. They all have abrupt unsympathetic 
endings, mere hints at a kind of escape. Similar 
themes of mutation, hunger, desperation, mayhem, 
suppression and oppression run clearly through the 
dirtied central nervous systems of the movies’ 
paranoid civilised American or Middle Classes. In 
tatmethey touch on corrupted, obsolete or over- 
trusted technology: walkie-talkies, broken-down 
cars, two-way radio, out-of-order telephones, power 


tools, bad science, capitalism or government, 
particularly radioactive metamorphosis, lay-offs and 
unemployment, ghost towns, depleted resources, 
the military, ‘strange nature’ and subtle signs of 
sexual and West coast deviance: drugs, “en route to 
California”, the Mamas and Papas, a free love 
Leather Face in drag lipstick and powder: “you 
never used language like that before you moved to 
New York City”. 


“The Hills Have Eyes’ is a simple depiction of two 
families gone awry and lost in the backwaters of a 
judgmental America. A trailer home policeman 
retiree and his clan on vacation heading for 
Hollywood, via a derelict silver mine in Nevada 
“Stay on the main road, y'hear!” rub shoulders wi 
a set of inbred drop-out fallout mutants, who use 
binoculars and walkie-talkies and shaman outfits tg 
do very heinous deeds and you can tell they are 
criminal: they have bad teeth. 


All the while warped fairy stories of youth in crisis, 
patriarchal gun-toting authority figures, who 
inevitably end up being crucified to cactus plants, 
and wildly dysfunctional family units with savage 
offspring inhabit these films. Scenes of extreme 
violence are top and tailed with rabbitts. In the 
American desert landscape characters are — 
operatically named after the planets: Mars, Pluto 
and Mercury and the plot echoes real life murde 


Sawney Bean and Ed Gein. 


ve Eyes’ is a hyperaware intertextual 
up the filmmaker’s later Scream 
t-modern emblem of self-referencing, 
-mirroring peeping tom self-consciousness with 
all the clues and cues from horror film critique: 
‘The Final Girl’, ‘Men, Women and Chainsaws’, and 
‘The Monstrous Feminine’. A poster for Steven 
Speilberg’s ‘Jaws’ (1975) is seen cut in half in “The 
Hills Have Eyes’ on the walls of a derelict garage, 
in turn Sam Raimi places a torn poster for “The 
Hills Have Eyes’ in the basement of his cabin in the 
woods in ‘Evil Dead’ (1981) and Craven returns the 
favour by having the cast of his ‘A Nightmare on 

Im Street’ (1984) watch ‘Evil Dead’ on TV: 
2onsters replacing and negating monsters, 
1onsters trip-wiring and booby trapping monsters, 
oring our own hunger for the next Jason, Papa 
piter, Michael Myers, Freddy, Jigsaw, Mark 

ewis, Asami Yamazaki, Samara or Hannibal. 


eanwhile, a high school teacher who 

in porn films for a better pay packet turned 
ne brutalist exploitation films that went 

n but were lucratively edgy, like his own 
hypertext. Craven’s work is a horror film 
ent and negation, always dying but never 
ways ready for reinvention, a remake, a 

r prequel, remixed crossover, a “get to the 
te mark and stop’ style of filmmaking. 


m2: Anna C Perry 


ash! LINDA: Aieeee! ASH: Aaaaa! LINDA: 
| Ahhh! MONSTER: Rarrragh! ASH: Aaaah! 
Bing?” o. Ca ! -- TINDA: Aaaaagh! LINDA: Ahhhh! ASH: 
da YO Ja Ny AYA | ee LINDA: Aieeeee! ASH: Linda! Noo!! 
1E - fA LINDA: Aaaaaaagh! ASH: Aaaaaah! 
LINDA:Aaaahahaa... ASH: Linda!! LINDA: Ash! 
ASH: Aaaaagh! LINDA: Aaaaagh! MONSTER: 
Arragh! ASH: Nooo! LINDA: Nooo!! ASH: 
Aaaraaagh!! LINDA: Ah! Ah! Ahhh! MONSTER: 
Rarrragh! ASH: Aaaah! LINDA: Aaaaagh! ASH: 
Aaaaaagh! LINDA: Aargh! MONSTER: Feeergh! 
ASH: Nooooooo! LINDA: Nooooo! LINDA: Ah! Ah! 
Ahhh! MONSTER: Rarrragh! ASH: Aaaah! LINDA: 
‘Aaaaagh! ASH: Aaaaaaagh Aaaagh! LINDA: 
" Heeeee!! ASH: Argh! LINDA: Aieeee! MONSTER: 
Argh! ASH: Oh, no... no no no! ASH: No! Noooooo! 
ASH: Aaaaaaagh ASH: Aaaagh... ASH: Aaaagh, you 
bastard! ASH: Aaaargh! ASH: Aaaaah! ASH: 
Aieee! ASH: Aaah! ASH Ah. Oh. Oh God. No. Oh 
NG... no... No!!!! PROFESSOR: Noooo! ASH 
ahhh. Ehhh... ASH: Aieee! ASH: Aaah! ASH Ah. 
OOH! ASH: Noooo! MONSTER: Aaaargh! 
rgh! ASH: No! Noooooo! ASH: Aaaaaaagh 
Fi: Aaaagh... ASH: Nooo! Aaagh! Aaaaaagh! ASH 
h ! ASH: Aaaaaaagh ASH: Aaaaaagh! 
lo! Noooooo! ASH: Aieee! ASH: Aaah! ASH 
SH: No! Noooooo! ASH: Aieee! ASH: Aaah! 
1 Ah. Oh. ASH: Aaaaaaagh ASH: Aaaagh... ASH: 
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Aaaaaaagh ASH: Aaaagh... ED: Eeeech! ANNIE: Aaaaa 
me back my haaaaand!! ED: Aaaaaagh! ASH We 
Aaagh! Baby! Bobby Joe! BOBBY JOE: Eeee! ED: Aaz 
ASH Wahhhhhhhhhh! ASH: Aaaagh! Aaah! ASH: ASH: 


stards! Give me back my hand! Give 
SH: Aarrrgh! ANNIE: Aaaaah! JAKE: 
h! BOBBY JOE: Eee! ASH: Waaaagh! 
o Aaaaaagh! Waaagh! ASH: Yeeeargh! 
Aaagh! No! Aaagh! ASH: Aaaaaagh! ASH: Aaaaaagh! ASH: Weeeagh! Ugh! Uch! HENRIETTA: Wwarrarrgh! Aaargh! ANNIE: 
Aaaaah! Aaaaaaaah! Aaaaah! ASH Ah. Ah. That's right. Who's ing now? Who's laughing now? Yahhhh! Ahhhh! MONSTER: 
Aaaaaagh! ASH Wahhhhhhhhhh! BOBBY JOE Oh shit! ASH hh ! MONSTER: Aaaaaaagh ASH Wahhhhhhhhhh! 
MONSTER: Aaaaaaargh! Argh! Aaaagh! ASH Ah! Help! Help a elp me! HENRIETTA: Eeeee! Argh! Eeee! ANNIE Hurry! ASH 
Help! Help me please! ED: Aaaargh! HENRIETTA: Eeeargh! ANNIE: Feeeeee! BOBBY JOE Do something! ASH: Yeaaaaargh! 
uurgh! BOBBY JOE: Aaaah! Waaaagh! JAKE: Noo! Aaargh! 
ove! ANNIE No! You stupid fool! ASH: Aaaagh! 


ASH: Aaaah! ASH: Aaaagh! Aaaaaaaaaah! MONSTER: Aaaargl 
O ê om nn JAR: No ara w 
$ ( 


Waaagh! ASH: Aaaaaagh! ASH: JAKE: ANNIE: ED: Aaah! JA 
Waaagh! Uuugh! Ugh! Aaah! JAKE: Aaagh! ANNIE: Wang] 
Wahhhhhhhhhh! ASH: ASH: ASH: ED: HENRIETTA: Ww : Aaaah! Waaaagh! JAKE: Noo! Aaargh! Waaagh! 
HENRIETTA: Aaaaaaagh BOBBY JOE: Aaaah! BOBBY 'BOBBY JOE: Aaaaaaaagh! BOBBY JOE: Aaagh! 
MONSTER: Aaaargh! Euuuurgh! Aaaaagh! ASH: No! Noo o ih! Waaaagh!BOBBY JOE: Aaaaaaaaaa...s 
BBY JOE: JAKE Shut up! ANNIE Leave him 
ANNIE No... no... BOBBY JOE: Aaaah! Waaaagh! 


JAKE Bobby Joe! Bobby Joe!! Bobby Joe!!! ASH ki 

alone! MONSTER: Raaaagh! Raargh! BOBBY JOE A 

JAKE: Noo! Aaargh! Waaagh! JAKE Ahhhh! HENRT T' y! JAKE: Nooo! ASH Wahhhhhhhhhh! 
JAKE Ahhhh! ANNIE Shut up! Shut up! Shut up! BOBBY. JOI ANN aagh! ASH: Aare! ASH: Ugh! ASH: Aaaah! 
PROFESSOR: Aaaaaagh! ASH Wahhhhhhhhhh! A essed): Ahhhhh!! Waahahaha! JAKE: 
Aaagh! Aghah! Waaagh! HENRIETTA (possessed) ow your soul! I'll swallow your soul! 
ASH Well start reciting it! Now! ASH: Aagh! Aaaz : Aaaaaagh! ASH Wahhhhhhbhhhh! ASH: 
Annie! Aaargh! ASH: Eeaugh! HENRIETTA: Aaaa passages! Get rid of it! ANNIE: Aaaaieeee! 
Aaaieee! ANNIE: Aaagh Aaaah! ASH: Waaaaaagh! Aaaag aaaaaaagh CROWD: Hail! Hail!! Hail!! 
ASH No! No! No!! No!! No!!!! No!!! Noooo! t | — 


ha: Ben Robinson 


lamed young girl runs across a Swiss 

illsic ü her way to catch a school bus. The 
other girls all pile on board but she’s the one who's 
been left behind, all alone. We know the hills are 
Swiss because the national flag billows in the 
breeze. Also billowing about are her short skirts 
and her flimsy white shirt, and she looks awfully 
exposed up there on the hill as the bus speeds away 
without her. 


No-one else is around. She’s shivering cold and she 
doesn’t know where else to go. The pretty young 
ing must be a stranger round here, and isn’t it 
always just the worst thing ever to be late on your 
first day at school? Out of sheer desperation she 
jogs up a lonely path to a strange, derelict house. 
Her hair is blowing all over the place and she’s 

panicking. 


| “Hel 0? Hello? Is anyone home?” Someone in the 
house is rattling chains. A cuckoo clock ticks. “Pm 
a foreigner and I’m lost.” 


a lonely silent old house is surely no place to 
statements like this, but the girl is already 

o her role of victim to perfection. No matter 
ds strike up out of the house’s darkness, 


lestined to explore and peek around corners, 
Poster By Laura LANCASTER . 


trying to find the source of the terrible fear that 
she feels. 


Then the moment we all knew would be coming, 
as she's suddenly attacked by an unseen 
assailant. The flex of chain is wrapped around 
her neck to suffocate her, and a pair of scissors 
starts to hack away at her hand. Now all she can 
do is scream and try to run away, lost on a lonely 
hillside in a strange house with the blade still 
hanging out of her hand. 


She recovers enough of her sense to at least take 
some sort of initiative, if only to prolong her 
agony for for a few more frames. Our unnamed 
heroine makes a last desperate dash along the 
banks of the river, her off-screen attacker hot on 
her heels. She dashes along the pathway around a 
the river’s edge, screaming all the while, finally 

arriving at a glass box within the teeming 

currents. Our heroine is still screaming and the 

blade comes back for her, stabbing her in the 6 = $ 
belly and spattering red all over her white shirt. 

Her head is pushed back against the window and 

shatters the glass. The murderer throws her | È 


corpse into the water without ceremony. 


Fade out. 
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Caen Of Souls: S Mark Gubb 


Every time I watch 'Carnival of Souls', through its 
haunting melancholy is also a haunting familiarity. 
The motif of the derelict pavilion has an undeniable 
seasidiness to it. I'm transported back to any one of 
the twenty-one off-seasons I spent growing up at the 
seaside; those months of October through May 
when the life-blood of a seaside town is residing 
elsewhere in its many tiny urban fragments, 
scattered across the country. The beating heart of 
the place is gone and those of us that remained 
were an icy trickle through its veins, keeping it 
barely breathing through those grey winter months. 


‘Carnival of Souls' is set somewhere in Utah. Utah 
is very much not a seaside place. Believe me, I've 
just googled it to check. On one side you have the 
very dry trio of Nevada, Arizona and New Mexico 
and on the other Idaho (‘Famous Potatoes!'), 
Wyoming and Colorado. It's of little consequence 
that you know that, it's just interesting that for a 
film set nowhere near the sea it has, for me, such a 
powertul resonance with an off-season seaside 
town. I grew up in Herne Bay, in Kent. It's unlikely 
you Il have heard of Herne Bay but you may have 
heard ofits neighbours, Margate and Whitstable. 
Whitstable has become Hoxton-on-Sea in recent 
years and everyone's heard of Margate because of 
either Chas n Dave or Tracey Emin. 


There's something uniquely bleak and grey about 
an off-season seaside town. Aside from the ghoul 
that keeps appearing at Mary's window, the mood, 
look and feel of 'Carnival of Souls' is probably the 
closest thing I've ever seen to capturing it. It is, 
quite literally, grey and whilst everything might not 
be boarded up, a significant part of the town pulls 
down its shutters and hibernates until the first sun 
of the new year. It feels bare. Where there were 
previously noises and colours and people and 
smells, there's now space. Emptiness waiting to be 
filled back up again, hoping to be filled back again, 
which for some towns never happens. The absence 
that descends just never lifts, leaving that icy trickle 
of people to somehow become the sole life-force of 
the town. A peculiar type of cryonics that can befall 
a town without any future intent of revival. 


The seaside themes keep appearing; Mary checks-i 
to a cheap boarding house, the soundtrack is 
almost entirely played on a church organ which 
sounds more end-of-pier than end-is-nigh, water 
laps at the crumbling foundations on which the 
pavilion stands, albeit a sizeable lake. This pavilion 
that looms so large in Mary's life reminds us of 
other films: the boardwalk in Santa Cruz, best 
known for being the site of a series of vampiric _ 
attacks by a bunch of lost boys; even 'The Wrestler" 
in a scene when Mickey Rourke's character is in the 
process of re-connecting with his daughter by 


a similarly dilapidated pavilion for a 
Rourke is drawn by the same lure of 
and decaying as Mary, the lure that 
r me and my friends into the dereliction 
¥ Grand Ballroom' on Broadstairs 
seafront; a chance to explore, get frightened and 
smash things without ever really doing any harm. 
What directly connects all of these, beyond the 
pavilion itself, is that all of these people, including 
Mary, are lost souls, some more literally than 
others. But what is it about this landscape and 
architecture that draws film-makers back again and 
again’? Why is it such a perfect backdrop for the 
lost, frightened and dispossessed? Maybe there's 
inherent understanding and connection with the 
-season in all of us. 


you grew up outside of a major city, seaside town 
not, you'll probably have felt the need to get 
away. Not necessarily to the city, but to get away 
onetheless. Everyone has their own reasons, but 
to ] much all they touch on the feeling that 

the bigger and more exciting world to explore, 
o e to 'make it' in some way. What's 

i about Mary is that we can't really see 


s going. She leaves one small town and 
another. She's not striking out for the big — 
ts of LA or New York, she's just going 

1e work is: a job as an organist for a church. 
yt even interested in religion, she says on 


several occasions that it's just a job. 

I was talking with a friend about where we all end 
up, how its almost an inevitability that you move 
away from where you grew up and, by default, your 
family. He'd just become a Dad and so was thinking 
about it in practical terms of support with his 
newborn. Both sets of grandparents lived more 
than 100 miles away in different directions. He 
started talking about community: the traditional 
idea of community, where neighbours talk to each 
other over the fence and there's help just around 
the corner, in whatever form that might be. At one 
end of the scale there's 'everyone knows your 
business’ then at the other end of the scale there's 
the anonymity that comes with living in a city or 
moving on. I guess we've all probably wanted both 
at various points in our life but, certainly, to have 
one - when neighbours become good friends - 
requires giving up something. Maybe it means 
giving up the drive that pushes us to see what's 
round that next bend or over that next hill. And 
with that drive comes an inevitable anonymity. It's 
not so much that people can't see you, they just 
don't see you. Cities aren't set up to be hot-beds of 
organic social exchange. They're places where you 
can get what you want if you go out and get it, but 
they're rarely places people migrate towards for 
want of a closer community. That anonymity is a 
self-inflicted anonymity; maybe the undesired 
outcome of a desired situation. 


ouls dancing in the pavilion? Are 
lent presence? Are they a welcoming 
at we are running away from; their 
the psychological representation of 
we don't want? I've lived in cities for 
almost as much of my life as I ever lived in towns. I 
love Herne Bay. I love Margate. But as Mary says 
on her way out the door, "Thank you. But I'm never 
coming back’. 


Poster By SoputA CRILLY 


Santa Sancre: Lorena Muitoz-Alonso 


Jodorowsky's Santa Sangre: Every unhappy family 
is unhappy in its own way 


For the writer of these lines there is hardly 
anything more nightmare-inducing than a circus. 
With horrific clowns, knife-throwers, dwarves 
dressed in humiliating costumes and sad-eyed 
caged animals, the circus somehow manages to 
encapsulate and represent everything that is wrong 
and amoral about spectacle, mass entertainment 
and hierarchical collectives. It comes as no real 
surprise, then, that Alejandro Jodorowsky picked 
up such carnivalesque context to stage the 
traumatic childhood events that unfold into the full 
adult horror that is Santa Sangre (Holy Blood). 


This work, which marked Jodorowsky’s return to 
filmmaking after a 9 year hiatus triggered by the 
fias¢o of the Dune project (which, as we all know, 
ended-ap in David Lynch’s hands) and the 
commercial failure of Tusk, is, however, a story of 
redemption. The surprisingly optimistic message 
that emerges amidst this clammy landscape of 
gruesome murder, orphanhood and paranoia is 
that, no matter how low one falls, there is always 
thepossibility of starting anew through love, regret 
and self awareness. Even the name of the 
protagonist, Fenix (Phoenix), points to the act of 


rebirth, the celebration of a new self, born from the 


ashes of a damaged, exhausted carcass. 


Jodorowsky is not only celebrated for the bizarrely 


sublime visual universe he brought to life in films 
like The Holy Mountain, Fando y Lis or El Topo. 
He is also well-known as a comic and book author, 
as a committed tarot reader and also for his 
development of an alternative therapy he called 
“psychomagic”, which blends devices from 


psychoanalysis with esoteric and mystic beliefs and 


a penchant for implementation through actions 
(known as “psychomagic acts”) that, seen in 
another light, could very well be considered 
performance art. Santa Sangre, filmed in 1989 
when Jodorowsky had just turned 60, became the 


perfect vehicle to explore his particular melange of 


interests, turning eventually into a very personal 
exploration of his relationship with his family, as H 
himself has acknowledged in several interviews. 


Despite having become a slightly facile tool in film 
studies, a psychoanalytic approach seems 
unavoidable here. To begin with, the character of 
Fenix, both as a child and as an adult, is played by 
Jodorowsky's sons Adan and Axel (aka Cristobal). 
Their uncamny likeness reinforces the continuity 
and credibility of the character as he navigates the 


narrative's timeline. Moreover, both actors strongly 


resemble their father, so every frame oozes a- 
disturbing autobiographical aura. Jodorowsky's 


ran a circus in Mexico City, to be 
mall shop in Santiago de Chile, but 
d overprotective behaviour displayed 
ents in the film somehow brings to 
dorowsky reveals of his own 
in his autobiography The Dance of 
eality, which was first published in 2001. Reading 
the chapters where he examines his childhood (a 
period he dramatically entitled “The dark years”) 
the reader infers that Jodorowsky grew up feeling 
incredibly frustrated by his parents” mediocre 
existence and their desires for him to follow their 
path, choosing instead to hide in a world of fantasy 
he eventually materialised through the creative 
work he came to be known for. Throughout Santa 
Sangre, Fenix also struggles to rebel against what 
is parents want of him. As a child, he becomes the 
bllateral damage of his philandering and 
lurderous father's actions. As an adult, the ghost 
his assassinated mother, who visits him in the 
orm of a terrible psychosis, orders him to 
slaughter every female who flaunts her sexual 
org d appetites, and thus embodying the 
Ta Woman, that member of the circus who 
st ix's father from her mother and got her 
i a Sangre is the story of Fenix's bitter 
1 these demons which, by the end of the 
iraculously manages to overcome. 


A 


symbols succeed one another in a constant 
In one particularly powerful scene, the 


young Fenix performs his daily illusionist act, 
transforming his sweetheart, the tightrope walker 
mute girl, into his own mother. It doesn't really get 
more Freudian than that, does it? Also, the 
Tattooed Woman, Fenix's foe, is the surrogate 
mother of the mute girl, Fenix's good fairy, in case 
you were wondering. The overbearing mother figure 
has indeed had a stellar trajectory in the history of 
horror films. There is nothing like a castrating 
woman to launch a successful serial killer career. 
Examples range from Norma Bates in Psycho to 
Carrie's mother, Margaret White, with a special 
mention to Pamela Voorhees of Friday the 13th, 
who inverts the Oedipal paradigm by becoming a 
killer mummy herself in order to avenge her son's 
brutal death. Along with the sexy, nightgown-clad 
damsel in distress, the smothering mother is 
perhaps the most resilient and ingrained 
psychological fixation that sustains the (horror) 
genre's alignment with “patriarchal” female/male 
archetypes. 


As with much of Jodorowsky's production, Santa 
Sangre defies classification. It is indeed a horror 
film, full of spurting blood and gory murder (not in 
vain was it produced and co-written by Claudio 
Argento, producer of most films directed by his 
older brother Dario and of various jewels of the 
genre such as Dawn of the Dead). But Santa Sangre 
is also a social satire that wittily problematises 


intrinsic to religions and cults, 

ards and other social collectives (who 
rowsky would dare to shoot a scene 
gay youngsters with down syndrome 
being forced to snort cocaine on a trip 
outside the asylum gone horribly wrong?). Santa 
Sangre is also a dramatization of real events, 
namely the gruesome murders and posterior 
rehabilitation of the first known Mexican multiple 
killer: Goyo Cardenas. Finally, with its lush and 
oneiric use of the streets and architecture of 
Mexico City, as well as the colours, sounds and 
gestures typical of the country, this film can be also 
be seen as a moving image version of its famous ex- 
oto paintings: tableaux vivants depicting prosaic 
niracles attributed to the Virgin Mary and other 
aints. The Mexicans have always had a fondness 
finding the miraculous in the everyday, just like 
odorowsky. But while some call it religion, others 
prefer to call it (psycho)magic. 


a -D 


Nosferatu (1922) and Dracula's Daughter (1936). 


Despite the negativity involved in this discovery 
Russo allowed me another dimension of enjoyment 
to the thrill of a horror film by reading a little extra 
into the stories I was seeing. Today queer readings 
of horror films are well established; we are told 
that if there’s a male protagonist it is almost always 
a queer film. This is because the ‘horror’ in the film 
will generally be a masculine one, so the central 
dynamic in the film will be male/male. The focus is 
then on a usually young, attractive male with 
another guy chasing him around trying to penetrate 
him, albeit with a machete or a bullet or 
homemade claws. If one man wants to penetrate 
another in a scary way, this is homo-horror. 


Imagine my joy when I discovered Frank 
Henenlotter’s low-budget comedy-horror Brain 
Damage (1988), in which we have soon-to-be soap 
star Rick Herbst as the handsome, young male 
protagonist, Brian. There’s no crazed maniac 
chasing Brian around trying to penetrate him, he’s 
becoming addicted to the hallucinogenic fluid of a 
talking disembodied blue penis. Essentially this is 
the same thing. 


Brian’s disembodied penis has a name; he is the 
ancient entity Aylmer. Aylmer has a face, soft eyes 


e (provided by horror icon Zacherley), 
, he’s funny and he can sing too! 

ly Brian is hooked, and so their co- 
lationship begins. Being with his new 
fills Brian with ecstasy, but the reality 
(of Aylmer using Brian to find people and eat their 
brains) frightens him, so he rejects the penis, which 
upsets the penis, and so Aylmer bullies Brian into 
taking him back. 


Throughout the film there are instances that 
continue to open up queer connotations; initially we 
see the euphoria of Aylmer’s effect turn Brian into a 
cartoonish sissy stereotype, jumping around 
aughing and squealing. Another time while 

ripping on Aylmer’s juice Brian goes out to a club, 

s he moves across the room checking out everyone 
1 his path (male or female) he is approached by a 
sty blonde credited only as ‘Blonde in Hell’. 
empting to reassert his heterosexuality Brian 
slips out to a back alley with her for sex. In the 

mo pus and graphic blowjob scene that follows 
Ayk ttacks, out of jealousy and hunger, and eats 
girls brains. 


ø to give Aylmer up cold turkey Brian 

to his taunts and manipulation, taking 
for another hit and then, of course, heads 
for the communal showers. He's greeted 
and concernedly in the showers by a 


moustachioed beefcake in the form of Joseph 
Gonzalez. Henenlotter describes the scene as 
having a “creepy homosexual element” but the 
creepiness of the scene is seeing a diseased looking 
Brian wasting away in his fight against his true 
feelings. Brian stands pasty and emaciated in a tiny 
towel staring uncomfortably at Gonzalez, not 
knowing quite how to exact his desires. Eventually 
(and the scene does linger) he takes out his penis 
(Aylmer) to unleash it on the naked hunk. 


The camera's careful focus on the men in the film 
also lends itself to a homo-horror conclusion. 
Brian's brother Mike spends half of his screen time 
parading his gym trim body around in his 
underwear and when Brian takes a shot of Aylmer's 
juice the camera stays focussed on his orgasmic 
expression for a length of time only really seen in 
gay male pornography. In fact the attention paid to 
Brian is astounding as he is exposed to us in 
various ways throughout the film, taking off his 


bloody underwear in an alleyway, splashing about in 
the bath with Aylmer and laying out sweat drenched 


on the floor in the cold turkey scene. 


Brian and Aylmer's relationship could be read as 
having the anti-drugs message that Henenlotter 
says he intended but it also presents us with 
relationships outside of a simple male/female 
binary, like Aylmer's initial arrangement in a thy 


hip with an older couple. 

films tend towards warning against 

f sexual activity as opposed to 
omosexuality. In his most recent 

d Biology (2008), we see two hyper- 
sexed characters (one male, one female) finding 
each other to satisfy their overactive genitals. The 
fact that this satisfaction ultimately destroys them 
reassures us that if anything bad happens on 
Brian's journey into homosexual love, he's not 
being judged for his preference, just his libido 
itself. While I don't want to spoil the end of the film 
it's safe to say that all transgressions are taken 
account for here and Brian and Aylmer's queer love 
affair is not punished disproportionately against a 
eterosexual alternative. In Henenlotter's eyes all 
re equal and therefore equally damned. 


TERROR IN THE AISLES 


Poster BY Joun RUSSELL 


HA Ytilze Aisles: Darren Banks 
“Terror in the Aisles’ (1984) is not only a 


documentary about horror or simply a compilation 
of clips but also a peculiar mockumentary and 
meta-film. “Terror” uses a mixture of montage, voice 
over, hosts that break the fourth wall, actors 
playing audience members enacting aside 
narratives; all hoping to map out a potted history of 
horror that explores peoples’ excitement in being 
scared. Cutting and pasting imagery from about 
eighty films made between 1935 and 1984, “Terror” 
produces new cinematic forms re-adapting 
narratives without the foreboding shadow of Copy- 
write law. And it’s not even Art! 


From the very opening of ‘Terror’ we are being 
Shown the mechanics of cinema, literally the 
mechanics, as the camera pans around a 35mm 
projector we are led through the architecture of 
cogsiarid wheels through which the film 
rhythmically flows. As we watch the film being fed 
through the projector, we can hear a phone ringing 
and umnerving music playing in the background. As 
the phone is answered the camera focuses on the 
upside down film image within the projector lens 
and then follows the dust particles in the light of 
the projector beam. On the cinema screen we see 
the famous clip of Carol Kane talking nervously on 
the telephone from “When a Stranger Calls’ (1979), 


from the films” notorious opening sequence. The 
camera then fades from the screen to the eyes of an 
intrigued movie audience, a voice fades in, it's 
Donald Pleasance (Dr Loomis) he proceeds to talk 
us through the sensation we are likely to feel when 
watching a horror film: 


“As you watch the screen your heart starts to beat 
faster, there's a fluttering in the pit of your 
stomach, your throat is dry, your palms are damp 
suddenly a chill runs down your spine, you clutch 
the person sitting next to you.... You tell yourself 
it's only a movie.” (Terror in the Aisles, 1984) 


During Donald's introductory voice-over the camera 


pans across the cinema audience and surprisingly 
finds Donald himself sitting within the anxious 
crowd. Comically Donald takes his own advice and 
repeats out loud “it's only a movie”, he then turns 
to the camera and says “but sooner or later it's 
time to go home”. The film then cuts to Laurie 
Strode walking towards the Myers' house, the 
opening credits begin as a tense and cleverly 


constructed montage emphasizing the home, victim 


and intruder set piece. 


Ok lets step back a little what did Dr Loomis say? 
mean Donald Pleasance. Obviously the first section 


of his tagline “it's only a movie” is taken from “Last 


House on the Left” (1972), which interestingly is 


error”. More interestingly, is the way 
ast House's tagline is remixed to 
hybrid tag “it's only a movie, but 

er it's time to go home”. This splicing 
d image sums up the whole film, it sets 
the scene for the bombardment of images and 
creative editing that makes up “Terror in the 
Aisles’. This reconfiguring of cinema makes me 
think ‘Terror’ is a significant mainstream relic 
before its time pushing the limits of found footage. 


Using a methodical structure “Terror” takes on a 
series of themes visualized through a myriad of film 
clips, to try and create a kind of flowing visual 
essay. The main themes include: revenge, suspense, 
he unknown, victims &amp; villains, sex, people in 
ouble, the devil. However, sometimes these 
nemes get lost due to the films insistence on fast 
aced visuals and cheap scares. Its use of fast cuts, 
p cuts, transitions and blending film fragments, 
suggests an altogether different kind of cinema 

so ng more in-tune with the Surrealist's. 


“Terror's” ethereal imagery and nonsensical 
sement creates a stitched together 
sforming itself in to a poetic artifact, 

g reality in a kind an anxiety soup, a 

ding nightmare, an automatous ghost train. — 
ity of editing and visual language takes 
ank god the hosts Donald and Nancy Allen 


(Dressed to Kill) are on hand to wake us from our 
waking sleep “Pardon me while I have a strange 
interlude” (Animal Crackers, 1930). 


Rare for a horror documentary, “Terror” was 
released theatrically in the US by Universal 
Pictures in 1984. It's all about the self-referential: 
by mirroring the cinema experience, it becomes 
cinema within cinema. By actually showing the film 
in the cinema auditorium, a fourth dimension is 
created, a theatricality, which gives a to nod to1950 
b-movies where audience participation was central. 
We the audience become aware of our own 
physicality and the materiality of cinema, we are 
made to feel like we are in-the-know, both within 
the film and within the audience. This layering or 
awareness of the materiality of cinema makes me 
think of Slavoj ZiZek talking about ‘Possessed’ 
1931: 


“We get a very real, ordinary scene onto which the 
heroine’s inner space, as it were, her fantasy space 
is projected, so that, although all reality is simply 
there, the train, the girl, part of reality in her 
perception and in our viewer’s perceptions, as it 
were, elevated to the magic level, becomes the 
screen of her dreams. This is cinematic art at its 
purest”. (Slavoj Zizek , Perverts Guide to Cinema, 
2006) 


"we are watching a woman watching 
indows of a train in the same way that 
ing the moving frames of a film-reel. A 
ction is used in “Terror in the 

with an added comic self-awareness of 
the narrator and therefore the audience in their 
complicity in the construction of cinema. ‘Terror’ 
actively exposes the line between reality and 
illusion through dumbed down psychoanalysis, 
rationalizing what horror film is and why people 
love it. 


a 
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POSTER BY LINDSEY MANN 


enous: Ben Jeans Houghton 


dress scene 
minimal modern hexaganol 


a burst of violet lave moves through a series of letters in logo 
jimmy nail 


allusions of futurity 
shoes made of reptiles peeled 


a faceless woman weeps 
jimmy clowers also crooning multitasking via his greasy face 


Dianna desperately bleeds to death 


fluid shot circummayigating the overtly virginal bride and or the somber 
preparation 


between states the individual and the couple 


you look gorgeous 
thank you 
you must be very happy 
yes 


already spinning a dream 
everyone else is fine, its you who is unhappy and probably mad 


wedding scene 
standard church 


Dianna chokes 


EI cant marry Oliver 
T cant explain right now I just cant 
Um really very sorry but something has happened 
how could you embarrass me 
like this 
in front of the admiral 


Oliver slaps her she slaps him his head comes off 


the bridejin blood veil and white red and wet under a water fall of 
uncoagulated blood. carmine and rubied 

im the heart of a baying gaggle of photographers 

jimmy nails waxy face beams masturbatory with boyish questioning 


this is a total nightmare 
and she wakes up 


nothing I just had a rotten dream, I feel so silly 
(she mews) 


a Falklands hero is married 
in this little church 
the thermostat is broken 
so I walk into the darkness 
I light a match to light the boiler 
and find a box 
inside is a creepy doll 
it smells my insides with its eyes like a blonde australian 
out of focus static moves 
protean beneath a swimming pools surface 
the women of the world sleep 


that would make a nice photo 


as a maggot probes the inner dream 
you've got to get in there 


a large black beetle is 
accidentally crushed 
as space expands 
Diana flees into blue light (waking di 


first though 
ever underestimate the power of the press 


her white thighs exposed Ernest and May were my mom and dad 
dressless 
the phone rings like a cricket 

no one is there 


no breathing 


no one 


Oliver speaks out 
YOU SLUT 
he slaps her through the floor of her unconscious 


through the mobuis ceiling 
downward and engulfed by the goose down depth of a 


overdressed bed the rat peers through the ochre gossamer curtains and watches Diana undress 
Diana S hes 2 IPO Fat sliding her white stockings off without ceremony without audience 
atalys waking dream 
F unaffected rendering the voyeurism terrible 


on the sofa 


the world interrupts hello dog meat 


the phone rings that's my ring 
it was you want this back 
I was yes 
synths rain he tongues the gold circle 


how are you feeling 
they are really beginnin 
I think you should see them as a healthy release 
I dreamt Oliver rz 
your addressing your fears in a natural normal way 


a smell his mouth the chinese food his halitosis the ring is marred 


his hand a trap he grabs her 
she bites his hand putting pressure on the bone 
she runs to the basement the only open door 


your about to be married to a guy who murdered allot of Argentinians doe att ding stairs the wall sports a flurry of clear plasma she incidentally 


: on darting touches it it coats her hand the dogs throat 
you've got 
nerve 
the rats tungsten flash barks im the half light 
hounded paints stills of horror on the celluloid 


' AS : bleached and unending in their stillness 
you're a virgin aren't you 


in the darkness a blond angel 


the crisp blue interior 


the palmed plant emerald off set by shadows ° È 


I'm completely ordinary daddy has a few horses that's all 


here comes the bride all fat and white 


where are you from she falls into a gaping cave full of magma 
oh its so weird I think I'm from here ésling as the rat takes ever more photographs 
no here ; 


this house I think 
I pick up on some vibes, the things a kid would remembe 
I just cant remember 


lets try this 


er hand a figure on fire bolts from the indigo middle distance 
and tackles the rat 


I want to ram that zoom lens right down her ; 
as they both fall motionless into the warm void 


then 
the rat drops from above 
hung to death 


Diana wakes up 
her ring is lost 
she spins the bed covers 
sheets of mallow and foam 
bleached liver and foam 


it was absolutely terrifying 
I wish I had dreams like that 
Jenny even you wouldn't like this 


there's another torch im the tool box 
a what 
a flashlight 
a torch lol 
there are no decomposing werewolves hell there aren't any rats 
a maraca clack scares Diana 


and introduces Jimmy nail into the basement 
fresh from crooning in saltwater 


what gives you the right to break into my house 
I'm an investiga 

reporter 
the door was open so I'm investigating 


things don't happen because you dream them tho 


dreamt of marrying you didn't I 


but Oli I'm really sea 


you're so romantic 


would you mind awfully if I had a few moments with my fiance in priva: 


no 
what a bizarre girl 
if you're worried about those dreams just take a pill or two 


his hair golden and slicked back 
his face plastic and null 


if you put some of those funny french beers on ice and send out fora 
you got yourself a house guest 


oh would you Jenny 


a slow droning z00m from wide establishes the living 
room 
Diana pensive grazing the middle distance 
two tea cup ensue 
a pitched keeling zoom 
as gravity folds 


an earthquake wakes Diana 
the china chatters and the water 


the plant hums 
the chair chokes across the floor 
the ornaments rain 
the walls split and bleed 


hey would you look at that you're giving the house nightmares 
it's like a bowl of cherries, some are fat and juicy some are small 
and shriveled and some are the pits 
oh Jenny 


(on the subject of peni) 
sometimes I wished I waited for prince charming 
this one guy George was a peach 
1 tell you what Um hungry 


Con the subject of people) 


Diana falls asleep 


and all yellow room objects draped in cloth 
nde girl with her facsimile upon which she would learn to 
project an identity 


along the corridor at 50% opacity and passes through Jenny 
hair flashes as her neck bucks as he moves through her 


er evoked in flashback to childhood becomes the rat 
see what happens to naughty little girls 
Jenny rips off the rats ear and bolts for a tunel 


a as Diana sleeps jenny is inside her dream 


J Val 


look I don't have all the answers but there's some kind of energy passing between you 
this can happen with some women 
sometimes their menstrual cycles synch 


more horses die at full moon than any other time 
all this astral bodies shit's for hippies 


take a camera down into the basement and you'll see its just an ordinary basement 
that was just our imagination 
the neighbors kid 
the light blue bleached 
the camera takes a picture 
the polaroid as proof 
long gongs and turbid water 
the magazines are backwards 
is all mirrored 
look 


where there was a mirror only a yawning void 
an impossible all absorbing blackness 


you should always be able to see something in the dark right 
there is no such thing as total dark 


I mean your eyes intervene 


can you see anything 
I cant even see myself there are no reflections 


this whole place feels like its waiting 


the burning man roars in the darkness 


listen I don't want to die or go totally insane 
Jenny I need your help 


I need to make a flight reservation to LAX 


soon as possible 


her auburn hair rests on her dark blue barber should she sleep 


please god no dreams 
no godless 
Jimmy nail 


Jenny and Jimmy begin to blur 
trapped between something normal and figurative obliterati 


lights Jimmy's face distorted and buckled in special 
effect 
of light flood a maze of lats across Diana 


his skin bleached and pocked by the strong overhead 
lighting 
he over salts his food 
image of his distended belly his fibre less colon 
gout and bile invisible 
d ribbons drips blood and saliva as a distorted Jimmy Nail 
grabs Diana's arm and moves her closer 


the 


the rat stands up and approaches her gibbering and dribbling 
please may I have the pleasure? 
leave me alone 


Diana snaps and punches the rat in his face 
but his face gives way and her fist roots through his head and out the back of 
his skull as he continues to laugh 
even in her defense she has injured herself 
even in her destruction of the rat he is ever present 
unphased amplified 


his menace 


am I really awake 
if I'm still asleep and this is a dream for gods sake wake me up 
take the stairs 
another descent 


piral staircase of horror ineffably descends but on a vertical axis 
without ever really moving 


my and Diana get separated bya door Jenny screams for help through 
the window 

d on the object that divides them from two sides of one or more 
realities 


th pa 


the yt pade girl is dragged by the denim clad father figure through 
ochre corridors 
Diana follows the room glows like the burning man 
ain her young face up lit in flickers of orange and red as 
she crows for help : 


ana takes her weight as she ascends the staircase 


end the girls face freezes or decomposes or goes off 
ik through into the ground floor and Diana puts her to bed 


ma break from his adultery and feigns a warming tone on the 
phone as Diana grasps at her sanity 


-it ribbons and billows around her as the girls face thaws 
or rejuvenates and she stares in trance 
how is it possible, I saved you? 
yes 
a tree bursts through the window and the girl becomes the rat 
its a dream 
its a dream 
no 


its a dream 


Diana awakes to Oliver and Sarah 
where's Jenny? 


Sarah lances her with drugs 
Diana is in hospital 
Oliver there really is no excuse 
Diana has wires attached to her face 


the catacombs hum and glow indigo and ultramarine 
Jenny strolls in the pitch of dark 


Diana is awake her pyjamas are soft washed cotton and her feet soft c 


meat meeting the floor 
she leaves her hospital bed and roams a black and white dream of b 


the blonde girl is Jenny 
some hope of clarity yawns 


the house looms 
the rooms ultraviolet 
the mirror again reflects 
oh Jenny where are you 
a door opens for jenny in the dark 


Dianna 


they rove the same house 


each on one side of the mirror 
huge fans are used to blow smoke down 


staircase 

Jenny is confronted with the spectr 
prepubescent self 

Jenny bursts through the door 


but all doors lead to the 
s now and the rat again has his face 


k sees the father tie young blonde Jenny to a 
post 
she is to be muse eternal 
s up his chisel and hammer to carry on working on a 
statue in marble 
Jenny bound is screaming 
he knocks some turps as it glugs in waves across the table 
he sharpens his chisel 
the sparks sprint from its tip 
cause and effect 
he is engulfed in flame 
his likeness melts 
he becomes the burning man 


all is clear andor the graves are visited 


what's wrong 
nothing 


the house glows 
we float through its insides 
to the catacombs 
smashes his way through a wall followed by the rat 


I think its time we left 
how about a good fry up 


any realises her origins andor story 
sa despite the flames saves Jenny 


and together they live 


Poster BY Fiora Wary 


Dioh of TES Demons, Scott Anton Svatos 


Demons. Nasty creatures. Much worse than cockroaches, 
which always makes it surprising when people invite them 
into their lives. 


In Night of the Demons, this invitation comes in the form 
of a séance conducted by horny teenagers partying in an 
abandoned mortuary standing on haunted soil on 
Halloween Night. If demons really were roaches, this 
would be like dumping a bag of garbage on the kitchen 


floor. 


Demons, as they are portrayed in cinema in movies like 
the Evil Dead and the Exorcist, tend to do a number on 
the bodies they possess, and the demons in this film are 
no exception. Night of the Demons delights in depicting 
the transformation of its good-looking teens into minions 
of darkness straight out of a Ronnie James Dio video. 
What makes Night of the Demons different is how it links 
this transformation with the sexual behavior and moral 
makeup of its characters. 


It’s no coincidence that the first character to become 
possessed, Suzanne, is also the film’s most overtly 
sexualized. She dresses provocatively, flashes her ass 
while shoplifting, and scams on another girl’s boyfriend. 
The demon enters her body through her open mouth and 
Sets.acquainted with her flesh during the movie's famous 
“lipstick scene.” Later, when the demon takes control of 
new hosts, it does not abandon Suzanne to enter a new 
body, but rather spreads like a sexually transmitted 
disease ~ vectoring from teen to teen via kisses, bites, and 
all manner of bloodletting. 


It’s debatable whether Susan is being punished for her 


loose attitude towards sex, or if sex is merely the transfe 
medium for demons. In either case, sexual promiscuity is 
only one component of a more general character type tha 
seems rife for evil spirits -- most of the characters who 
become possessed are not just promiscuous, they’re 
assholes. Even before hosting demons, these characters 
hammer each other with insults (“Fat a bowl of fuck!”) 
and seek to best one another in various power games. 
When punk Stooge breaks down in his car on the way to 
the party, fellow partygoers have nothing to offer him but 
mock applause and the dust from their spinning wheels. 
The sexual encounters leading up the demonic onslaught G G 
are likewise loveless: Jay gets dissed by Judy so he screws 

Suzanne instead; Sal drops his obsession with Judy to 
ogle Angela’s semi-nude dancing; Stooge brags about his 
conquest of Suzanne before it has even occurred and 
wonders why he can’t hang out in the toilet with her while 
she’s using it. 


When demons take possession of these characters, the 
don’t wreak havoc upon the innocent like the Pazuzu-c 
Regan action in the Exorcist, they inflate the teens 
already-budding cruelty into something murderous. O 
the most traditionally moral (or perhaps more accurat 
the most prude and paranoid) have a chance of escapi 
demonic wrath. Out of the initial bevy of douche bags, a 
Sal undergoes a true role reversal, converting from bull 
to hero and thereby symbolically exorcising his inner 
demon before finally succumbing to forces beyond his 
control. 


Ultimately, the audience gets to play a bit of the demo 
too. There is no love lost and plenty of fun to be had in 
seeing this crew get wasted; the audience is invited to 
share the same pleasures as the demon: undressing the 
characters, and then destroying them. 


ght is the kind of film you need to watch 
after midnight with your faculties 

on't make them like this any more, and 

. A video nasty I can cope with, but a 3.8 
score on IMDb scares me. 


It’s a detective story set in LA, a cop is on the trail ofa 
killer, he drains the blood of his victims, we meet the 
killer, we meet the cop who is tracking him down. We 
know how it will all end up. But what’s interesting - and 
trust me I have been wrestling with this for a few weeks 
now - is that the filmmakers seem to be running in about 
five different directions. Each of them are empty, most of 
them are cynical and desperate. But somehow there are 
some saving graces, in particular the sexual make-up of 
thé main protagonists. There have always been sexual 

O ones to vampire stories, made explicit in the 1980s 


with Kathryn Bigelow’s allegory to AIDS, Near Dark 


FI 


ight plays with ideas around the male gaze, 

citation of ‘talent’ in the big bad industry, and the 

ssic Sood old cop/murderer face off. The killer is 

ctor <off a hypnotherapist, a sort of washed up 

lative he Cabinet of Dr. Caligari, praying on the 

ent mg performers of LA. He hypnotises, seduces 
| patches his victims. The film plays as a 

for the draining of youth and talent, with 

ing a broad cultural spectrum, from the 

edian, and pop dancers, to a classical pianist. 

ie has a moment, it's a magical thing, 

hat main-stream movies can't or won't do. 

oment is that the hero is a ‘Peeping Tom’. 


PosTER BY GRAHAM DOLPHIN 


Our cop, Roger Sutter falls for the pianist, Jenny Carleto 
while indulging in a little low level stalking from his 
apartment window. Unlike Victor, his is not an active 
predatory gaze, his is based on inaction, of observation. 
The sex scenes extend the predatory versus passive 
theme. Victor's life is full of sensual, soft focus, dry ice 
moments of erotic charge, and yet he is detached, as due 
to their hypnotic state, all of his partners are puppets for 
his desires. In contrast to the active Victor, I started to 
wonder what would have happened to passive Roger. 
Would he have sorted himself out in the 1990s and found 
romance without the use of binoculars? 


It must be said the misogyny in the film is hard to take - 
yes it's the 1980s but as other films in the Palace Horror 
collection demonstrate, equality is a good thing. So to 
reinforce Roger’s sexual passivity he is also ‘raped’ by a 
co-worker. While asleep she breaks in, handcuffs him to 
the bed and straddles him - but folks its ok, the 
filmmakers decide it’s funny because he is a man. 


The characters are identified by objects, and their 
personas are defined by them. Rodger gets a pair of 
binoculars and handcuffs, Victor gets a knife and his fa 
Jenny Carleton, the love interest, gets a piano and 
crucially an amulet given to her by Victor. The characte 
are so poorly written that the narrative is driven by thes 


objects, and they act as signifiers and clues for both us an 


the characters. In the awfulness of this film something 
interesting does happen. Could you, in a broad Hollywga 
sense ‘re-imagine’ the film, not as a straight to DVD 
remake, but as an art installation? We can discuss ide 
around commodity fetishism, how we need objects to 
identify our emotions and true states of being, or perhay 
read these objects as anthropological, we don’t neec 
know the plot details or characters, we already k 
story. Don't tell me, give me the props and Ill 


a 


yself. In fact, this would be 

rhaps Hollywood should take note we can 
gaged in the creation of our own stories 

, rather than be passive consumers. 


re about writing this piece, I became the 
to work out a motive and meaning in the 
film. The objects featured imply more depth and meaning 
than the narrative they are employed to tell. But the 
potential is there - in the final moments the objects come 
into their own - and for a brief moment, this film is 
interesting. 


POSTER By Tim Greaves 


OF THE 
LIVING DEAD 


Mon OFTES Living Dead, Caryn Coleman 


In 1968 two films were released that changed the 
landscape for cinema and ushered in the era of the post- 
modern horror film. 


The first is Roman Polanski’s Rosemary’s Baby (an 
adaptation of Ira Levon’s novel) in which a young New 
York woman is betrayed by her husband and neighbors 
into having Satan’s child. With its colorful characters, 
saturated landscape, and lush style, Rosemary’s Baby is in 
stark contrast to the gritty black-and-white reality 
expressed in the wholly original second film of 1968 - 
George A. Romero’s groundbreaking Night of the Living 
Dead. Like Rosemary’s Baby, Night fundamentally 
questions our ability to trust other people, particularly 
those closest to us. Its expression of the utter collapse of 
society (because of an unexplained phenomena that causes 
the dead to walk and because of the inherently violent 
nature of the living) and its not-so-subtle socio-political 
representations, makes Night of the Living Dead a 
devastating experience still today. 


To write something new about Night of the Living Dead is 
nearly“as unthinkable as watching the dead rise up from 
the grave. This isn’t because its relevance is relegated to 
the past butrather frighteningly because the issues 
attacked in the film are still very much a part of America’s 
cultural fabric. The antagonistic familial relationship as 
expressed between brother and sister (Barbara and 
Johnny: first in dealing with their dead father’s grave and 
then in dealing with their separation in life/death) and the 
nuclear family (in Night the young girl kills and eats her 
parents) are still familiar. Of course, Night’s famously 


known for its shocking representation of racism through 
the main character Ben whose blackness is unaddressed 
throughout the film until the end where he is shot, killed 
and burned by the redneck authorities. They may have 
mistaken him for a zombie but the visceral reaction to th 
news-footage style sequence at the film’s end - where 
Ben's dead body is brutally carried by meat hooks - is a 
very painful visualization of America's racism in the 1960s. 
Whereas then it was a representation of that turbulent 
time, now it's a challenge for our generation to process 
these past traumas. 


Pop-culturally, Night of the Living Dead marks the birth of 
the modern zombie. Only a slew of “zombie” (Haitian 
Voodoo zombies) films existed before and although 
interesting correlations can be drawn between pre- and 
post- Romero zombie cinema (mainly in their cultural 
reflections), it’s undeniable that Romero constructed 
near unbreakable collective notion of the zombie 
narrative. Now, it’s imperative to re-think the zombie i 
order to establish contemporary allegories however, at 
same time, it’s crucial to revisit Night of the Living De 
(and the rest in Romero’s “Dead” series) not only as a 
reminder of what innovative filmmaking can produce b 
also as a reminder of cinema’s power to painfully confro 
life as we know it. 


= a 


Poster By [an GONCZAROW 
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Tee of treat, Gordon Dalton 


What do you remember about 1986? It could be the 
Challenger Space Shuttle crashing, or perhaps the 
Chernobyl Disaster? Halleys’ Comet made a rare 
appearance. Out of Africa swept the boards at the Oscars 
and Mike Tyson won his first title. People leaving this 
mortal coil included actors James Cagney, Cary Grant; 
writers Jean Genet, Simone De Beauvoir and artists 
Georgia O’Keefe and Henry Moore. Unbeknown to most of 
us Pixar Studios was launched, The Oprah Winfrey Show 
aired its first episode and Lady Ga Ga crawled out into the 
world (wearing a jazzy outfit probably). 


All of which are very important, but I had to Google them. 
My memories of 1986 are a combination of some very 
important, culturally significant milestones. Motley Crue’s 
Tommy Lee married Heather Locklear; Slayer released 
Reign in Blood, which is still one of the greatest records 
ever; Maradona ‘scored’ via the hand of God. Metallica’s 
Cliff Burton sadly died when their tour bus overturned in 


Sweden. There was some other stuff involving girls. I was 
16 and had just left school. 


Strangely, Siven the colossal status I attach to these 
events, it is a movie that sticks in my mind. Not the 
omnipresent Top Gun, Platoon or Crocodile Dundee. Not 
even Aliens, Ferris Bueller’s Day Off or Poltergeist II. One 
movie ranks higher in my 86’ memory banks than even 
Police Academy 3 or Stallone’s Cobra. That film is Trick or 
Treat. 


The mind plays strange tricks on you. Why would Trick or 
Treat be an iconic moment? Why now, 27 years later could 
T draw you a half decent version of the VHS cover art? 


T' d seen better movies. Thanks to Bert's Mobile Video 
library (it was the boot of his beat up Transit van), I'd seet 
most of the Palace collection along with pretty much every 
so-called video nasty or exploitation movie before I was 
16. Dodgy copies of videotapes were easily acquired at 
school. Between 1981-86 weekends were a heady mix of 
playing football and cricket, watching scratchy versions of 
Terminator, Maniac Cop, Evil Dead and listening to Heavy 
Metal. Very. Fucking. Loudly. They still are. I am that cool. 


On paper, the heavy metal horror flick Trick or Treat had 

verything in its favour. I was its target audience. I was 
that Heavy Metal Kid. I was that horror geek. I 
sympathized, or rather fantasized about the story of a high 
school outsider, the odd one out, dreaming about escaping 
a humdrum small town life to be a stadium playing rock 
God. The kid with posters of bands with monolithic names 
and even bigger hairstyles, with a wardrobe full of pirated 
VHS tapes, rubber chickens, footballs, gorilla outfits, Eyel 
Knieval toys, mucky magazines, Michael Myers masks a 
practical jokes, that was me. 


Heavy Metal was big, dumb and loud and I loved it. It 
provided a framework for ridiculous and not so ridiculou 
hopes and dreams. It was sex, drugs, rock’n’roll. It was 
denim and leather, spandex, studs and hairspray. It was 
tight black jeans, white hi-tops and a band t-shirt with 
exotic places I'd never heard of on the tour schedule. It 
was eye-melting lighting rigs and stage sets, with ear f 
bleeding volume. It was girls wearing bikinis and cowboy 
hats. It was nuclear holocausts and post-apocalyptic / 
zombie survival. It was dungeons and dragons and slay 
dragons with giant swords and laser beams. Actually, scrag 
“that last one. I never really took to the fantasy worldsef 
wizards and epic quests. Once you've seen one suité 
dressed as a druid slay a 30ft mechanical spiders 


nd | 


was a good laugh, with a supportive gang of 
ative people. It flirted with embarrassment 
>. When I say flirted, I mean took it out, got 

had a messy coupling down a back alley. Thing 


‘is, it didn’t care what you thought. 


Trick or Treat took all that, added some very mild horror 
and diluted it until it looked and tasted unpalatable. The 
embarrassing cameos from Ozzy Osbourne and Gene 
Simmons added to the cringe-fest. Ozzy was too out of it 
to know better but at least his TV evangelist hinted at a 
serious subjects such as censorship and the crackdown by 


| PMRC. Gene Simmons was, is, and always will be a prize 
| idiot of the highest order, but we have KISS, and therefore 


he,lalong with Ozzy, retains Rock God Status. Anyway, the 
movie bombed, and struggles to hold any cult appeal. 


title was a misnomer in itself. It had nothing to do 
alloween. It should have been revenge movie called 
3 For Vengeance, named after the Judas Priest 
whose poster is on the kids’ wall. What could have 
a gore filled, anti-censorship Heavy Metal version of 


)ppola'si 


Ihe Outsiders, was instead a corporate cash-in 

Tiched ter all, we all know Metal is the Devil's music, 

erfect: a horror movie. Satan himself should have been 

pe sté ih Dave Lee Roth doing high kicks and 

from his penis. Girlschool would unleash 

o serpents from their nipples and Venom would 

over the PMRC’s Tipper Gore (sic). Blackie 

essiirom WASP would fuck everything like an animal 
Maiden’s Eddie would save the day by slashing 

> to death, much like he did to Margaret Thatcher 

ver art of Sanctuary. The whole thing would 

y being a big budget remake of Motorhead’s 


Killed By Death video. Not only is it the best song title 
ever, it has Lemmy bursting out of a grave on a motorbik 
with a buxom blonde on the back. What's not to like? 


g Castle Donnington with a stage set 
Savini. I haven't scored a World Cup 

of yet, I’m not playing my platinum 

um live at the Budokan, with AC/DC 
that’s how I think. You’re probably 

p. If so, take comfort in that Pm thinking 


In what is Trick Or Treat’s only remotely disturbing scene 
a high school girl is undressed and molested in the back o 
a car by an unseen spirit (directly copying 1982’s The 
Entity), before being accosted by a ridiculous giant demon 
with a giant tongue (not played by Gene Simmons). This 
demon hadn’t been mentioned before, and didn’t reappear 
again. They probably borrowed it for the day from the set 
of Poltergeist or any other host of similar movies. 


Everything louder than everyone else. Louder, heavier, 
faster. Put your fist in the air. Bang your head. Have a 
good time all of the time. 


Despite, or maybe because of all this, I still remember 
Trick or Treat as a critical moment when I realized too 
much is never enough. I knew it was bad, I knew it was 
already about three years out of date in terms of what any 
self-respecting Metal fan was listening to. I wanted it to be 
scarier, too push the boundaries further, to say more and 
scream it louder. This isn’t some postmodernist revelation 
or trying to nostalgically airbrush the past. 
Postmodernism doesn’t touch the sides if you’ve see 
man fly a surfboard across a stage, or seen another 
guillotined. If you've ever seen a giant inflatable prosti 
or a grown man dressed as a schoolboy drop his trouse 
to 100,000 people in the name of entertainment, 
postmodernism doesn’t cut it. Hell, Spinal Tap came ou 
in ’84, long before I'd picked up any art book. 


Trick or Treat, with all its many flaws, reminds me why x È 
still love Heavy Metal and Horror movies. It reminds 
to enjoy everything. To live life without fear of 

embarrassment, to ‘follow your dreams, no matter whä 
they are or you'll never amount to anything’ as the late, 
great Evel Knieval once said. I’m still that heavy me 
in the corner, watching scary movies and aspiring Q 
something, somewhere else, something ambitig 


Evil Dead, Gilda Williams 


Zombified Paint-worshipping Backwards Idiots”: A Parallel 
History of Painting and Women in Horror Film 


In the US horror-film renaissance of the 1970s-early 80s, 
the genre fully re-invented itself by bringing the faraway 
dangers of spooky old Europe back home, to America's own 
leafy suburban streets. This relocation of fear -- from then- 
and-there, to here-and-now - is perhaps most emblematic 
(and chilling) in John Carpenter’s stunning Halloween 
(1978), where the childhood ritual of trick-or-treating turns 
deadly with the arrival of the unstoppable Michael Myers. 
The expected safety of a quiet American neighbourhood 
acts as the constant foil to the killer’s marauding excesses. 
Worries about the undead in Transylvania or old Geneva 
were displaced in the 1970s towards more immediate an 
familiar fears: the cruelties of high-school sexual 
competition (Carrie, dir. Brian De Palma, 1976), the | 
transformation of our newly liberated daughters with th 
onset of puberty, from dutiful darlings into demonic 
teenagers (The Exorcist, dir. William Friedkin, 1973); ot 
the perils of the God-forsaken American outback 
(Deliverance, dir. John Boorman, 1972: The Texas | 
Chainsaw Massacre, dir. Tobe Hooper, 1973, The Shining! 


dir. Stanley Kubrick, 1980: Fl Dead, dir. Sam Raimi, 
1981). 


In this new generation of 1970s Gothic a young 
and attractive women once again occupied pivotal roles;/m 
a new twist however, lovely young females were graphically 
defaced and uglified. The Hammer Horror glamouxbabes 
of the previous decade oozed with desirability; ulese 


remained perfectly gorgeous straight 
redits. Their alabaster skin and 
ishties added much to these B-films’ 
peal, perhaps typified by Barbara Shelley, all 
scolletage in Prince of Darkness (dir. 
her, 1960). Alternatively, virginal young women 
ed witless wearing infantilizing and chaste 
nighigowns in terror classics like The Haunting (dir. 
Robert Wise, 1963). Even when Janet Leigh is brutally 
stabbed in Hitchcock’s psychosis-inducing shower scene, 
we watch blood swirl and drain rather than actually 
witness the blade slice her lovely flesh. In the 1960 horror 
gem City of the Dead (titled Horror Hotel in its US 
release, dir. John Llewellyn Moxey), when the dagger is 
about to plunge into the unlucky tourist's luscious chest 


the film cuts to a birthday-cake-slicing taking place at a fun 
party elsewhere -- rather than force viewers to witness any 
actual blood-spurting. Catherine Deneuve may lose her 


ind but never her provocative good-looks in Polanski’s 


Repulsion (1965). Plenty of bad things happen to young 
| girls in pre-1970s horror, but rarely do we see any 


Timental effects on their faultless skin. 


sontrast, 1970s-early ‘80s directors seemed hell-bent on 
physically violating their film-girls’ beauty as overtly and 
istastefially as possible. Carrie has buckets of pig’s blood 
ruelly poured all over her, and spends the whole long 
post-preom Scene wide-eyed and possessed, dripping with 

] Exorcist’s Regan turns unbearably ugly: 
#skinned, black-toothed and vomit-caked, with 
and devilish grin. Sam Raimi’s 1981 Evil Dead 
he most ferocious of all, as the girls in this | 
nage weekenders grow vividly hideous, one by 
heryl, principal she-demon, turns frighteningly white 
a and is rapidly locked beneath the floorboards, 

> perennially threatens to push her way out while | 


looking increasingly like a blood-shot Medusa. Linda, ne 
to turn, seesaws (from one low-budget jump-cut to the 
next) from desirable make-out partner to grotesquely 
smeared and grinning, clown-like she-fiend, leering at her 
horrified boyfriend. 


Interpretations of this new breed of 1970s female monster 
often take as their backdrop the American feminist 
revolution occurring at the very same time. ‘She’s your 
girlfriend - you save her!’, Scotty screams at hapless 
Ashley in Evil Dead, as if insisting that young men regain 
some control over their unrecognizable women folk, who 
are plainly spiralling out of control under the spell of 
supernatural demons and/or Women’s Liberation. Barbara 
Creed, in The Monstrous-Feminine: Film, Feminism, 
Psychoanalysis (1993), rethinks the she-monster in 
counter-Freudian and feminist terms, as a terrifyingly 
castrating (rather than castrated) Other. In Men Wome 
and Chainsaws: Gender in the Modern Horror Film 
(1992), Carol Clover notices the chronic appearance of 
“Final Girl’, a post-feminist, empowered and thoughtfi 
young woman, no longer passive but actively fighting 
monster, usually alone and usually triumphant, at film 
end 


How about we consider what was happening to women i 
1970s horror film not only in terms of the concurrent 

feminist revolution, but what had happened to painting 
decade before. With an approximate ten-year time-dela 
both ‘surfaces’ -- whether an artist’s canvas or a woma 
skin -- were analogously slashed (Fontana/The Exorcist 
senselessly poured upon (Nitsch/Carrie); deprived of 
colour (Ryman/Evil Dead); and raucously splattered 
garish paint (De Sainte-Phalle/Evil Dead). In the 


if ritualistically killed over and over, 

al death blows that had been announced 
began. By decade’s end, with painting 
last!) it was now turn for another pre- 
the hopeless and passive female (a long- 
ple) to be slaughtered just as spectacularly 
y. In both cases, a sacrosanct, inviolable 
site -- the female body or the medium of painting -- were 
subjected to rituals of defacement and destruction, to the 
perverse pleasure of its dedicated audiences. Yves Klein 
in his Anthropometries (1960) had first suggested that 
the stained bodies of women could perform 
simultaneously as both surrogate canvas and human 
paintbrush. In just as literal terms but with a gruesome 
spin, in The Texas Chainsaw Massacre a young female is 
threatened with being suspended on a hook - like a 
carcass of meat or, in its art-making parallel, like a 
ifeless painting, hung mercilessly to die. 


e title is modified from a line in 'Cabin in the Woods' 
11), which reworks many of the themes introduced in 
F Towards the filim's end, one of the 

onti ’, Showing little mercy for the film’s dying 

s, describes them as ‘zombified pain- 

o backwards idiots’. 
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A number of 
sraphics have been du 
from Palace Video sea colada 
material, I just want to 

personally thank the artist / 

illustrator Gral 14 Humphreys 
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who's work ha roa Jan important 
part of the horr pi of pp o enyi in 
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